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We each looked to see that our particular belongings
were safe, but we were surprised to find that we could
recognize none of them. Packages there were in plenty,
alleged to be the property of the passengers who had come
in by train. They were arranged in the three classes—first,
second, and third—but the proportions were inverted: most
of it was labelled as the luggage of the travellers in fustian,
who had brought nothing with them but what they carried
in their hands; a moderate heap stood where the second-
class luggage should have been, and some of superior
quality, but none of us could make out the shape of our
own trunks. As to the grand ladies and gentlemen, the
innumerable articles which I had seen put as theirs into
the van were nowhere to be found. A few shawls and
cloaks lay upon the planks, and that was all. There was
a loud outcry, but the officials were accustomed
to it, and took no notice. The station-master, who was
still in charge of us, said briefly that the saloon luggage
would be sent forward in the next train. The late owners
would have no more use for it, and it would be delivered
to their friends.
The late owners! Were we no longer actual owners,
then? My individual loss was not great, and, besides, it
might be made up to me, for I saw my name on a strange
box on the table, and being of curious disposition, the
singularity of the adventure made it interesting to me.
The consternation of the rest was indescribable. The
minister supposed that he had fallen among Communists,
who disbelieved in property, and was beginning a speech
on the elementary conditions of society, when silence was
called, and the third-class passengers were called to advance,

